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CHARIVARIA. The gym Lake, at the foot of 


: ; the great Aletsch glacier in Switzer- 
| Is view of the official announce-/ and, has suddenly disappeared. It is 
| ment that our Government has de-| thought by some that recent geo- 
cided not to lay down an additional | jogical disturbances have caused a 
battleship in any event while the! cubsidence. Others, however, sus- 


Peace ¢ onference is sitting, certain | pect some American souvenir-hunters 
Powers are said to be in favour of| who were recently in the district. 
the permanent sitting of the Confer- | ‘+ 
+ 
ence. * * . . 
* The Ameer of Afghanistan is de- 
Captain GroGcan has addressed a| termined to be in the fashion. This 


letter to the Governor of British East | up-to-date monarch, it is said, has 











such word to be illuminated after 
dark. 
** 
~ 
Sir Cravpe pe Crespicny, it is 
stated, has decided to go to a remote 
part of South Africa for a desert holi- 
day. We are at a loss to understand 
why Sir Craupe should go so far 
afield, for some of our newer seaside 
resorts would appear to cater especi- 
ally for tastes of this kind. 
** 





| Africa expressing re- ; — 


We understand that 





|gret at his action in 
| flogging natives at | 
| Nairobi, and _ those 
| persons in this coun- 
try who adjudged the | 
captain innocent with- | 
out giving him a/| 
| hearing consider that | 
| he should have con- | 
| sulted them nd 


ni) 





making this admis- 
sion. 
** 





« 

An International | 
Congress of Anarch- 
sts was held last 
veek at Amsterdam. 





the proceedings 
against the driver of 
a taxicab, who was 
fined last week at 
the Guildhall for car- 
rying five passengers, 
| were taken at the 
instigation of the 
Society for the Pre- 
vention of Cruelty 
| to Taxicabs. 

| ++ 
ed | One of the latest 

gentlemen to make 

jan attempt on the 
| Channel is M. JuLEs 














| 
| 








| fo the great annoy- 


ance of the Anar- 





Gautier, who is de- 


| scribed as “‘ an orna- 





chists an  Interna- 
tional Congress of | 
Detectives was held 
at the same time and 
place. 





* * 


Mr. Queten, who | 
retired from Stutt- | 
zart on being threat- 
ened with expulsion, | 
has been congratu- | 
lated by his confréres 
on his ‘“‘ courageous | 
stund against the ac- 
tion of the German 
Government Police.’’ 

















@ y > 
of, \f a *." 


mental swimmer.’’ 
| We take this to 
mean that M. 
Gautier will not wear 
| goggles. 
** 


which was seen for a 

moment by many 
| persons the other day, 

and then disappeared, 
| is now thought to 
4 | have been the sun. 


| 
* 
The brilliant comet 





* 
An official report 
54) just issued shows 
. | thut while the num- 





He did not take it Pepestrian’s IpEa OF Fitennam 
‘6 lying down,”’ he A A N. 


took it walking away. 
* * 


Mororist’s Ipga oF 
AFTER READING THE CORRESPONDENCE WHICH NAS BEEN RAGING 





* OPINIONS PICTORIALLY. 
Meanwhile the 


PAST IN ONE OF THE MORNING PAPERS, WE VENTURE TO REPRESEXT THE CONFLICTING 


Memienne | ber of visits to our 

¥ Museums decreases 
FOR SOME TIME) the sale of guide- 
books tends to in- 
_Jcrease. It is, we 





grievance against the President of| diamond, which is said to be worth 
the Stuttgart Congress who, when | £25,000. 
they were making a disturbance, re- | ** 








that that is just what they were} motor-cars than other persons owing 
| doing. to their infirmity not being recog- 
| nised. The © motorists acknow- 





* * 
* 


Judge Lanpis, who fined the Stan- | ledge that there is something inj|tralia. Judging, however, from its 


dard Oil Trust, is suffering from 
nervous breakdown, and has been 
| obliged to take a rest cure. It is 


the complaint, and it is proposed |d 
that, with a view to preventing acci-|a 





undergo arrest cure later on. 


English Socialists are still nursing a) just acquired the famous Shah Suza| believe, the same with the Royal 
Academy. Many persons buy cata- 
logues to enable them to talk about 
the show, and shirk an actual visit; 
| quested them ‘‘ to behave like good | Deaf persons are complaining that conduct which, in our opinion, is en- 
Social Democrats.’’ They declare | they are more frequeutly run over by tirely contemptible. 


dents, pedestrians who are hard of| majority of dogs are of the opinion 
not at all improbable that certain| hearing shall wear white costumes|that the creature is not a dog but a 
officials of the trust will also have to| with the word pear imprinted in large|cat. We cannot enter into a con- 
| characters on their backs and fronts, | troversy on the subject. 


* * 

+ 
What is said to be “‘ a new dog "’ 
as been discovered in West Aus- 


escription—it is about the size of 
rat, and extremely ugly—the 
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SESSION ENDS: SUMMER BEGINS. 


[Lines composed during the glorious weather immediately suceeeding 
the prorogation of Parliament.) 

No, I am not of their belief who say 

It is the Government we have to thank 

For summer's inexcusable delay 

And weather-records = rank ; 

They lapse at times from grace, like you and me; 

They even fail in reverence for the Primate ; 

But they would never wantonly agree 

To dislocate the climate. 


And yet ‘tis strange—of course it may have been 
Merely coincidence and nothing more— 

That, while they sat and worked their guillotine, 
The wet was beastly and the wind a bore; 

But, when their labours ceased, then sky and earth 
Grew glad and warm the very instant after, 

And summer, left for dead before her birth, 

Woke up to life and laughter. 


[ draw no inference. I only know 

That in the King’s Speech, somewhere back in Feb., 
C.-B. invited Heaven to look below 

And watch him weave his legislative web; 
And ever since has Heaven concealed its eye, 

And, though I don't profess to plumb the reasons, 
Has markedly omitted to supply 

Two of the usual seasons. 


But hope revives; and, as the impartial rain . 
Fell squarely on the unjust and the just, 
Giving the Commons water-on-the-brain, 
Drenching Another Place’s Upper Crust, 
So now the sun with equitable heat, 
Dispensing wide his Paradisal weather, 
Shines on the wolf and lambkin where they bleat 
Like turtle-doves together. 0.5 





THE LEAGUE. 


Tne League only lived one day and then broke up. 

Nixa has asked me to write down this story so as to 
put us right with the outside world, and to show it was 
not our fault, but Mrs. Austin’s. Please excuse blots 
and other things, but I am not good at spelling, so Nina 
is dictating some of this, and will look it over. She is 
over ten, and I am nearly nine, and my name is 
HERBERT. 

We were in the coachhouse on Wednesday playing at 
knights rescuing a distressed lady. Nixa took the 
ribbons out of her hair and spread herself out against 
one of the doors and said, ‘* The Paynims have entreated 
me sore. Gramercy, but the cords bite my flesh. In 
ten minutes I shall yield up the ghost if no succour 
comes."’ Then she sobbed and flopped her head down 
and rolled her eyes about; and the second time she did 
it I dashed up with the pony's bridle on my head for a 
helmet and cut her cords with Dad's razor-strop. 
Next time she hid behind the dog-cart and said she 
was in the deepest dungeon of a Saracen castle, and I 
had to fight my way through the encompassing hosts 
and fish her out. The St. Bernard and the Dandie 
Dinmont were the etcompassing hosts, but they 
wouldn't stop in their places. Dogs are always messing 
about after something, and whenever I severed Roy’s 
head with one blow of my Toledo blade he wagged his 
tail like mad and tried to lick my face. 

At last Nixa got tired of being a distressed lady, and 








I didn’t want to be any more knights myself, so we had 
supper, for which we roasted an ox whole and invited 
all the countryside to join in the revels. Nina said, 
** Let mirth prevail,’’ and then she pledged the com- 
pany to drink with her to the health of her beloved son, 
who had lately returned from the wars after having 
slain the Kine or France. I said, ‘“‘ Hear, hear,’’ but 
she whispered, ‘‘Shut up. You are my beloved son, 
and you mustn’t cheer yourself,’’ which was rot. 

Just then Mrs. Austin came in. She’s our cook, 
and very good at jam-tarts. She had been asked tc 
keep an eye on us while Mum was out making calls 
She said, ‘“‘ What mischief are you two limbs up to‘ 
That ’s your second clean frock to-day, Miss Nina; and 
as for your face, Master Hersert, I never did see such a 
sight. _ Wherever did you get all them black smudges 
from?’’ She was going on, but Nina stopped her, and 
stood up with one of her solemn mysterious looks and 
said in a deep voice, ‘‘ It grieves me, your Grace, that 
you should have intruded upon our orgies at this 


moment. The penalty is death by lightning on the 
castle battlements. Say, will you die to-day or to- 
morrow?’’ Mrs. Austin said that on the whole she 


thought she would prefer to-morrow, and then she 
laughed, and Nina got much solemner, and said, 
‘““ Peace, woman; you may yet escape your dread- 
ful fate by joining the League. Will you do 
so?’’ Mrs. Austin said the one thing she'd always 
hankered after was a League, but was it expen- 
sive, and was there any work to do? ‘* That,’’ 
said Nina, ‘* you shall learn in due time,’’ and then we 
swore her in. I gave her the stable-hose to hold in her 
right hand, and Nrva got on a bucket which was turned 
bottom up, and said, ‘‘ As Arch-Priest and Grand Duke 
of the Secret League of Champions I now admit you, 
Mrs. Austin, to be a Cavalier of the Order. This is the 
Royal Room, and you must never enter it save in com- 
plete armour and bearing a lily in your hand. You will 
find your coat of mail and your visor and your gleaming 
falchion in the armoury. Now go and remember your 
oath."’ Then she dismissed Mrs. Austin with a grand 
wave of her hand and we went round with her to the 
kitchen. 

Next day, a little before dinner (I mean our dinner at 
one o'clock), Nina said there must be a meeting of the 
League, and we went into the kitchen to summon Mrs. 
Austin. She seemed very hot and busy, and when 
Nina said, “‘ The League is about to meet in the Royal 
Room,” she said in her short way, ‘‘ It can meet in 
the attics for all me.’’ Then Nina tried persuasion. 
‘Remember your oath, Mrs. Austin,’’ she said. ‘* If 
you do not attend when summoned your right hand will 
wither on its stump.’ Mrs. Austin didn’t seem to care. 
“* You two get out of my kitchen,”’ she said. ‘‘ Do you 
then resign the League?’’ asked Nina, very quiet and 
sad. ‘‘I do,’’ said Mrs. Austin; ‘‘ and if you don’t 
make yourself scarce I'll resign you too in a way you 
won't like.” We went out, and then Nina sat down and 
wrote to Mrs. Austin. This was the letter :— 


**To Mrs. Austin, Cupar House, Oldmarket. 


** We are extremely sorry to hear that you have no 
further wish to join our League. Of course not being a 
member you will not come on Saturday or any other 
day, and you must not share in any of our festivities, for 
which I am sorry, but it is my duty to tell you so. If I 
may give my opinion in the matter I think it is a very 


trivial affair to be annoyed at indeed. But of course ! 


some opinions differ. Of course not being a member 
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GUEST. 


THE OLD LADY OF FLEET STREET WELCOMES THE ARRIVAL, LONG DELAYED, OF THE 





SPARE-ROOM 
SILLY SEASON. 
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THE REALISTIC IN ART. 


| 
Coloured Lion-tamer. ‘‘ WuaT YOU GWINE TO DO WID DAT Paint, Anny?” 


Irish Handy Man. “Sure THE POLAR BEAR’S GOIN’ IN HERE, AND SORRA AN OBSTACKLE THERE'LL BE BETUNE HIM AND THE BiwoaL 
| TIGER BUT HALF AN INCH 0’ BOARD, 80 TIS THE WAY I'M GOIN’ TO PAINT A LITTLE SKETCH OF AN ICEBERG ON UT, JUST TO DESAVE THE VARMINT!” 
} 
| 





ee é 





you are requested not to go to the Royal Room under For Valour? 


| 
} 


any pretence whatsoever, except with permission, which| Acoorpma to the Anglo-Chilian Times the Victoria Cross 


I cannot possibly grant you. Do not suppose that I| has been conferred on the celebrated tenor, Signor Caruso. 
write this with joy. It is a sad moment for both of us. 


Expressing our sincere regret in the matter, Commercial Candour. 





** We are, yours truly, “£100 Accident Coupon, etc., in case, 2d. (To-par) at all Gaorro 


Carts. 4 Courses 1s.”—Daily Dispatch. 


Niwa and Hensenr. We like the “‘ in case.’’ You never can tell. 


| We never got an answer from Mrs. Austin, and the 





| League has not met since. Nina asked me to write this| Unper the heading *‘ Local Inventions,’’ The Ports- 


| because she says the truth must be told even if it is| mouth Evening News prints the following: 
painful to Mrs. Austin. Yesterday she said we were an| “The following are among the recent applications for patients :— 


| International Congress of Socialists or something. She) J.H—aApparatus for coaling two ships at sea and four in harbour 


shouted ‘‘ Shame, shame! ’’ and ‘‘ Put him out! ’’ and | at the same time.” 


at last she said if I couldn’t obey the chairman I was to| It certainly sounds difficult, but the Editor need not 





go home. I did. R.C. L. |bave been quite so severe about it. 
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TO REVIVE THE GRAND ANIMAL HELPERS. 


MANNER. Last Wednesday's papers con- 
We are glad to hear that there is | tained a thrilling account of the 
some talk of reviving the post of| wreck of a special train conveying a 
Royal Historical Painter, once held| travelling menagerie = West Vir- 
by Bensamin West, but now obso- | §'m/4. According to a Central News 
lete. It is time. The prevalence | telegram : 
of the cynical camera is belittling, | “Nine highly trained elephants, among them 
and its influence must be counter- | being the mother of the once famous Jumbo, 
acted. We need a return to the} Were passengers by the train, but escaped 
ate ener. end this @ Roval | thurt. The driver of the locomotive was 
Friate r al Pai ‘ ooeenedia ~—e * . The | pinned beneath a heap of débris, and several 
istoricai Lainter would supply. | of the overturned cars caught fire; but, under 
Daily Mirror is too actual: we re-| the direction of their trainers, the elephants 
quire a Daily Magnifier. The com-| formed themselves into an effective salvage 
monest events of life are capable of | ©oTP®- The mother of Jumbo was made to 
Ane and exeltine treatment To lift sufficient of the wreckage to enable the 
, 5. : _ {| imprisoned driver to crawl out, while her eight 
snap-shot a scene 1s to vulgarise 1t;| companions trotted smartly backwards and 
to paint it in the grandiose manner is | forwards between the wreck and the river, 


to ennoble it. | filling their trunks with water from the latter, 
Take for example a rescue from which they poured on the burning cars, eventu- 
| = : ° ” 
drowning on the Littlehampton| ally extinguishing the flames. 


sands; what can the photographer do This instance of elephantine saga- 
with it? Nothing. It will come out! city, in view of the time of year at 
merely as a smudge. But the His-| which it was displayed, has naturally 
torical Painter can make it classic: | prompted a good deal of comment, 
perpetual reminder of man’s ; hu- and we are indebted to the courtesy 
manity to man. He can group it as|of our esteemed contemporary The 
it should be; he can put nature into| Dictator for leave to reprint a selec- 
key with the great act of heroism.| tion from the letters which will ap- 


In fact, he has done s0, as our illus- pear in the forthcoming issue © ema 
tration shows. 


Another example: A military re-| [To the Editor of “ The Dictator.”) 
view. Here is a subject indeed.| Dear Sir,—The behaviour of the 
What would the camera make of a| elephants at the railway accident in 
cavalry charge? Merely a huddle of} Virginia reminds me of a curious and 
rushing horses, with their legs anato-| hitherto unrecorded incident which 
mically correct but artistically ap-| occurred at the Inter-Varsity sports 
palling. Noorder, no regularity. The| when I was an undergraduate at 
camera left to do its full work would | Oxford more years ago than I care to 
effectually put an end to recruiting.| confess. The Cambridge first string 
But the Historical Painter would send | in the high jump happened to have 
young fellows by~thousands to the| spent the previous ‘‘ Long ’’ in Aus- 
N.E. pavement of Trafalgar Square, | tralia, and brought back with him a 
because he would make the scene| kangaroo, which speedily became the 
grand and memorable and orderly.| pet of his college—Trinity Hall. 
By all means let us have the Roya! | Just before the sports his master was 
Historical Painter again. laid up with German measles, and 








conceived the audacious project of 
substituting the kangaroo for him- 
self! The aid of the Clarkson of the 
period was requisitioned, and thanks 
to a clever facial make-up the gifted 
marsupial was converted into a very 
fair representation of a human 
athlete. At Lillie Bridge, where the 
sports were held in those days, the 
animal was carefully swathed in a 
long ulster until the last moment, 
and then easily defeated all other 
competitors. Unfortunately, while it 
was in the act of clearing 6 ft. 6 in. 
in an exhibition jump, one of its run- 
ning shoes came off, and revealed the 
peculiar formation of its foot, with 
the result that it was promptly dis- 
qualified by the judge, my old friend 
Tuomas Heseietuwaite, K.C. The 
mortification of the kangaroo was 
painful to witness, and it fell into an 
early decline after taking an aegrotat 
in botany. 
I am, Sir, 
Yours truthfully, 
Annan Eyas. 

[We are indeed proud to be the means of 
giving publicity to this extraordinarily interest- 
ing anecdote, and can only regret that the 
authorities showed such an unsportmanlike 
spirit towards one who was clearly a member 
of the University, for otherwise how could he 
have taken a degree ?—Ep. Dictator.] 


[To the Editor of “ The Dictator.”] 


Dear Sir,—I think it right to let 
you know that my aunt, Miss Ruopa 
PENHALIGON, of Boscastle, had a tor- 
toise which she trained to act as a 
paperweight. As she was a woman 
much addicted to literary pursuits, 
and invariably worked with her 
windows open, you can well imagine 
that the task was no sinecure. But 
the faithful animal never complained, 
even when she dropped sealing-wax 
on it by accident. My aunt died 
many years ago, but the tortoise is 
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CONSCIENTIOUSNESS. 


Mary Anne, after spending a morning on the shore, is told by her mistress to take the children home. 
Mary Anne. “ Yes, 'M; BUT, PLEASE, 'm, musT I TIDY UP THE BEACH FinsT?” 








still alive, and is, I believe, at the 
present moment employed as a fore- 
caddie on the Boscastle links, where 
it signals a clear green by protruding 
its head and uttering a plaintive coo. 
I am, Sir, 
Yours faithfully, 
ELeANoR Murrett. 
[The fidel ty of the tortoise is one of the most 
moving things in the annals of natural history. 


We earnesily hope that the Boscastle golfers 
appreciate their privilege.—Ep. Dictator.] 


[To the Editor of “ The Dictator.” 


Dear Sir,—The touching story of 
the elephant has inspired the follow- 
ing trifle, for which I hope you may 
find room in your revered columns: 

O mother of Jumbo 
Of deathless fame, 
From far Colombo 
You possibly came, 
And certainly Mumbo 
Was your Christian name. 
I am, dear Sir, 
Yours faithfully, 
Ivory Buu, F.R.G.S. 

(Mr. Buit’s charming lyric will, we feel 
sure, appedl to all our readers, young, old, 
and middle-aged. It is not often that the 
spirit of Herrick is so faithfully reproduced 
nowadays. We may add that we have cabled 
his lines to Jumbo’s mother.—Ep. Dictator.] 


[To the Editer of “ The Dictator.””] 


Dear Srr,—Dante Gasriet Ros- 
seTTi’s desire to possess an elephant 
which should clean his windows is 
well-known. But as a matter of 
fact a giraffe is far better suited for 
the purpose, as I have proved by 
actual experience. At my place in 
Kent I keep a giraffe in a disused 
oast-house—the structure of which 
is admirably suited to the animal's 
configuration -— and the spotless 
purity of my window-panes is the 
envy of all the countryside. 

Yours faithfully, 


PutsorouGcH LEGGE. 


[We are most grateful to Sir Pusorovcn 
Lecce for his charming letter. But could not 
the giraffe be also utilised for the purpose of 
hop-picking ?—Eb. Dictator.) 


[To the Editor of “ The Dictator.””] 


Dear Sir,—Knowing your interest 
in animals I venture to send you the 
following:—My Russian poodle, 
Pushkin, has an exceptionally tender 
skin, and the periodical clipping of 
his coat caused him acute annoy- 
lance, until, at the instance of a 
friend, I presented him with a safety- 








razor, which he now uses on himself 
with perfect success and dexterity. 
Faithfully yours, 
Septimus Purses. 
P.S.—It has just occurred to me 
that years ago I met an American, a 
very highly cultivated man, whe 
assured me that he had heard a 
gorilla singing in grand opera at 
Sierra Leone. Can any of your 
readers verify this assertion ? 


[We are delighted, as we always are, to print 
Mr. Putnss’s interesting letter. Personally we 
have never been so fortunate as to hear a 
gorilla sing, but we are assured by our 
musical critic that it is a soul-shaking experi- 
ence. We have, however, a distinct recollection 
of once being told that hedgehogs in some 
remote parts of Yorkshire were until recently 
employed to clean chimneys.—Eb. Dictator | 





“ Alejandro de la Arena yesterday morning 
uoduel a telegram stating that the stallion 
Saulsberry had been assassinated. As the 
telegram did not state distinctly that the horse 
was either poisoned or shot, Mr. de la Arena 
believes there is no doubt but that the stallion 
was stabbed to death.” —Mezican Herald, 


** Marvetitous!”’ said Dr. War- 
SON. 

“Child’s play,’’ replied Atgs- 
ANDRO DE LA ARENA. 











pee 





; 


sa AK hg Re 


ct eS 











170 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Serremper 4, 1907. 








A FINAL FLICKER. 


(A Saturday Night Study at the Balkan States 
Exhibition.) 

Time—nearly eleven. Most of the side-shows in ** Elysia”’ 
have already closed. The *‘ Cycle Circus ’’ is coming 
to a standstill, and the few remaining patrons of the 
‘* Helter-Skelter Lighthouse ’’ find themselves, after 
making the spiral descent with joyous whoops, re- 
ceived by the attendants in sailor costume below in 
a rovgh-and-ready fashion indicative of frank disgust. 

, The General Public is drifting slowly towards the 
exits, lingering here and there, with a view to pro- 
tracting its enjoyment to the last possible moment. 
An entertainment, as welcome as unexpected, is pro- 
vided for them by a light-hearted young Clerk, who 
is addressed by his two companions as ‘*‘ FRreppy.’’ 
Frepopy has already distinguished himself by de- 
scending the Lighthouse on his back with his legs in 
the air, and is recovering from the marked failure of 
the two sailors to appreciate his humour. Ata stand 
occupied by some automatic machines he perceives 
further opportunities for ‘‘ comic business,’’ and 
plumps himself down in a weighing-chair. 


Freddy (to the Boy in charge). I can’t trust you to 
shave me, but you can cut my hair if you like. What— 
not a barber's? Oh, I see—aswing. My mistake! 
He rocks himself violently as he chants ‘* See- 
saw, Marjory Daw.”’ 

Boy. 'Ere, you stop that. ‘Ow do you suppose I’m 
to weigh you without you keep quiet ? 

Freddy. Why didn’t you tell me I was being weighed ? 
I ‘ll keep quite quiet—honest, I will. How much does it 
come to? Eleven stone five! (Receiving ticket.) Why, 
your bally machine has done me out of two whole 
pounds! I’m not coming out till I get my full weight! 

Boy (tipping him out without ceremony). You don’t 
want to get no fuller, you don’t. 

Freddy. Call this a pennorth! I say, there’s not a 
word on this ticket about when I’m to be married, or 
my future, or anything ! : 

Boy. I shouldn’t worry about your future if I was you 
you ‘ll know it quite soon enough. 

Freddy. Think I shall? All right—then I'll have a 
go at punching the ball. (He goes to an automatic 
) Punching Bag, and tries in vain to pull it down.) How ’m 
\! to punch it if it won't come out? 

Custodian. It ‘ll come down right enough when you ve 
put a penny in. 

Freddy. Haven't got any more coppers. Will you oblige 
me with the loan of one penny? You won't? (To one of 
his companions who are looking on at a distance with an 
unholy joy.) I say, old man, that ball has been most 
disrespectful—lend me penny to get the satisfaction of a 
gentleman. (He obtains it.) Now then! (To the ball, 
which he pulls down to the extent of its chain.) You 
defy me, do you? (Squaring up at it.) You young 
rascal! I’m goin’ to hit you most fearful blow. Will 
you apologise—or will you take a licking? Which is it 
to be? (The ball answers the question by unexpectedly 
retiring into its metal cage.) None o’ that. Come out 
into the open like a man! 

Lhe Cust. You weren't quick enough, Guv'nor. 
another pennorth. 

Freddy. It won't get off this time. (He borrows 
another penny and extracts the ball.) Do you hear? 
I'm going to knock you out very first round. Ah (he 
makes a foint at it) you would—would you? Just you 


Try 








wait a bit. Woa, then! I shan’t tell you when I begin 
—but you 'll know it. (He delivers a blow which might 
have proved more effective if the ball had not retreated 
the moment before.) Do 1 get my penny back for that? 
(affecting to watch the lower slot for the coin’s return.) 
No? Ah, well, never mind. (He pats the ball consol- 
ingly.) I don’t bear any malice. Gobbless you! 

[He moves on, pleasantly persuaded that he might 

make his fortune if he went ‘* on the Halls.’’ 
In THE ImperiaL Court—at THE ‘‘ VoTes FoR WoMEN ”’ 
STALL. 

A Suffragette (behind the counter, showing pamphlets 
to a husband and wife). These will tell you what the argu- 
ments on our side are. We are making immense progress 
already. Nearly all the Members on both sides have 
given us pledges. Would you care to come to our meet- 
ing at Clement’s Inn to-morrow? I could give you 
tickets. 

The Wife (with distressing candour, as she takes her 
husband off). Thank you, I wouldn’t pay a halfpenny bus 
fare to come and listen to it! 

The Suffr. (calling after her with some acerbity). All 
right! Your husband will, any’ow! 

(Here Freppy, who seems to have made a halt for 
refreshment in the interval, arrives, followed by 
a small train of admirers in the hope of further 
sport. 

Freddy (fetching up in front of the stall, with his straw- 
hat slightly awry). I want a Flor de Capilla Blanca cigar 
and box of matches, Miss, please. 

The Suffr. Then you ’ve come to the wrong stall for 
them, that’s all. We're here to plead for Votes for 
Women. 

Freddy. That so? 
the wide world! 

The Suffr. Of course not. All sensible men admit that 
our sex is every bit as capable as yours is to exercise the 
franchise. 

Freddy (whose frivolity is now replaced by an owlish 
gravity). Cerrn’ly they are. As a marrer of fact, I don’ 
mind tellin’ you I’ve always been in favour of the idea. 
Of the idea, mind you! 

Suffr. Then perhaps you would like to attend our meet- 
ing in Hyde Park to-morrow ? 

Freddy. I'll take ticket—two tickets. 
you say? 

Suffr. Nothing. The meeting is free to all. Mrs. Exip 
GragMairn and Miss IRENE YELLS are going to speak. 
You ’ve heard of Miss Irene Yeuus, I daresay ? 

Freddy. Not t’my knowledge. But I haven’t word 
t’say against her (handsomely)—norra word! 

Suffr. I should think not, indeed! Can I sell you this 
pamphlet, which gives an account of the share we women 
took in the Jarrow and Colne Valley Elections? 

Freddy (inspecting the pamphlet with an air of com- 
plete comprehension). Jarrow 'n Colne Valley ‘lections, 
eh? Yes, I'll have that—something to read when I 
get home. (As he pays for it, the band in the kiosk 
opposite plays the National Anthem.) Excuse me—am 
I making mistake, or did I see you laughing at me for 
removing my hat like loyal subject? My 'pinion is 
everybody ought take off hats for ‘‘ God Save King”’ 
—ladies same as rest. Why don’ you take off hat? 
Mean tell me you ‘re not parriotic? 

Suffr. Why should we be patriotic when we ’re not 
allowed to vote? : 


I’ve no objection to that—none in 


How mush did 


Freddy. If you're lady, you ought be parriotic. I’m 
parriotic. I love my King. Gobbless him, I say. 
Gobblessim! (He uncovers once more.) Take back 
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Dip rou motaw?” 


Mrs. Plenteous (who has just seen Patricia Penny arrive in donkey-cart), “WE MOTAW'D OVER IN OUR NEW SIXTY-HORSE-POWER DIEHARD, 
Patricia (taking the pose). ‘No, WE MOKED.” 








your beashly rag! (He flings it into the stall with a 
noble indignation.) Sell it again for wharricare! I'm 
not going encourage Votes for Women who ’re not par- 
riotic. Tell you wharri think "bout you. (He is pro- 
ceeding to express his candid opinion in terms of in- 
creasing profanity when he is led off by his friends.) All 
right, dear ole flers, don’ you take any notice of me. I 
can't help bein’ paralytic—I mean parriotic. It’s crule 
thing to laugh at man for bein’ loyal subject. D’you 
know, I think I must have broken my legs goin’ down 
lighthouse—'cause I can’t gerrup these stairs without 
sistance. Is there mush furrer to go? On’y fault J 
find with Exhibition is—way out’s much longer 'n way 
in. Let ’sh stop somewhere and have supper. 

[His friends, however, ignore this suggestion as they 
pilot him to the Warwick Road ezit, at which he 
arrives in a state of acute depression. As we 
obtain a last view of Frevpy shedding tears of 
sensibility in a hansom between his companions, 
we are permitted the hope that he reaches home 
without any further inconvenience or refresh- 
ment. Fr. A 








_“Sir,—May I ask you to assist me to make known that yesterday I 
icked up a carrier pigeon with wing stamped ‘John F. Field, Erith, 
ent. 653.’? Iam anxious to find the owner.”—Buckingham Adcertiser. 
Tue writer might try Devonshire for a start. Most of 
= pigeons give a false name and address in the first 
place. 





A NEW INDUSTRY. 





We understand that, owing to apiarial depression, 
many bee-keepers are arranging to rear wasps for sport- 
ing purposes. Lord Wausincnam, who is the greatest | 
living authority on this subject, used for many years to | 
walk up his wasps, but being anxious to increase the 
stock upon his home preserves by killing off the old 
cocks he took to having them driven over him. He 
has made record bags in both departments of this sport, 
which he regards as a high test of courage and marks- 
manship. 





Seaside Resorts. 


I.—Beavtirut Barmovurts. 
‘“C. W. was charged by P.C. N. Davies with having 
furiously ridden a bicycle down hill very furiously on 
August 8. The officer shouted to the delinquent, who | 
took no notice. Whereupon P.C. Davigs, noticing that 
h’s prey was likely to bolt, procured a bicycle and gave 
chase and ultimately overtook him. 
‘‘The Chairman: We fine defendant 30s. and costs for 
his impudence.’’—Barmouth Advertiser. 








“A Young French Student, wet ew old, gives French lessons and , 
information on Cognac Brandy.”—Hornsey Journal. 


Svurety a very bad tonic to work on. 
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Seaside Wag 
SHILLING ONES? ” 





WuaT'S THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN YOUR SIXPENNY DIAMOND PINS AND YOUR 
Jeweller. “ You GET A BETTER DIAMOND.” 





(HE EMPTINESS OF THINGS. | WS 8°"¢- 


LonpDoN was absolutely 
(he last Member of Parliament had 
telegraphed his holiday arrangements | 
to The Daily Mail, and had left for| 
the North or South. I stood on| 
the island of Piccadilly Circus, none | 
disputing my right, and surveyed 
my kingdom from the centre right 
down to St. James’s Park. Glanc- 
ing up Kegent Street I seemed 
for a moment to catch sight of a 
solitary American, but when I had’ 
rubbed my eyes and looked again he 


empty. | 


Sick at heart, I turned 
aside, and began to push my way 
through the desert of Piccadilly... . 

“ Well,’’ said a voice suddenly, 
‘“ what are you doing in London? ’’ 

I looked up in amazement. 

“A sail, a sail! ’’ Leried. ‘“* Like- 
wise a footprint. What on earth——”’ 

“I do believe we are the only two 
people in London,’’ said Miss Mup- 
DLETON. “‘ This is an historic meet- 
ing. Dr. Livinestong, is it not?’’ 

““My dear Miss Sranutey! Are 
you alone?’”’ 

‘“ My faithful followers have de- 








serted me. Shall we sit down in the 
park? It’s so crowded here.”’ 

‘*Now then,’’ I said, when we 
were comfortably settled, ‘‘ perhaps 
you will explain. Anything you say 
will be used in evidence against you.”’ 

‘“‘ Well, the fact is, I’m up for a 
wedding.”’ 

“I didn’t know =~ ever got 
married in August. ut perhaps 


it’s a deceased wife's sister. Any- 
how, the Bishops don’t like it.’’ 
“*I can’t help that. Now, what 


about yourself? ’’ 

** 1? Oh, that ’s different. I work.’’ 

“I think I must ask for that 
again,’’ said Miss Mippieton. ‘‘ The 
birds are singing so loudly. You——-”' 

** Listen,’’ I said. ‘*‘ There is an- 
other side of life of which you have 
no knowledge. When you are in 
bed in the country dreaming happily 
of delightful things, in Fleet Street 
all is business and energy. Great 
printing presses are pouring out their 
message to the world; weary-eyed 
men are running to and fro with 
parcels of papers; others with up- 
turned collars are ready at any mo- 
ment to rush their motors, each with 
its precious burden, into the various 
stations, whence tireless stokers, 
heavy for want of sleep, with steam 
full up, may whirl——”’ 

““Yes, yes?’’ said Miss Mipp.e- 
TON, breathlessly. ‘“‘ And what are 
you doing all this time? ’’ 

** Oh well, I’m in bed too.”’ 

There was a short silence. 

“* You know,’’ said Miss Mipp.e- 
Ton, ‘‘ 1 was getting quite excited. | 
thought for a moment you were going 
to be one of the stokers.”’ 

“I wish I were. They don’t havi 
to stick in London all August and 
September.”’ 

“Is it so bad as that? 
back to the sea to-morrow. 
shire.”’ 

I looked at her in horror. 

** You—you traitor! ’’ I said. 

**Such a lovely sandy bay, and 
the heather on the hills behind———"’ 

** Don’t,’’ I implored, putting my 
hands over my ears. 

“Oh, I’m sorry. Let’s talk 
about the Embankment instead.’’ 

*“ No, go on. I like talking about 
it. What size spade do you take? ”’ 

** Sevens—wooden.”’ 

““I’m much better with an iron. 
Do you know I haven't seen a star- 
fish, or a crab—an undressed crab— 
for—oh, years.”’ 

‘* Poor thing. We always bathe 
before breakfast. You can run 
straight in from the house bs 

‘*Don't. I haven’t had a mouth- 
ful of sea water for centuries.”’ 


I’m off 
Devon- 
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“HIS MASTER'S VOICE.” 


Irish Pic (to Chief Secretary). “DIVIL A TASTE OF A HOLIDAY FOR YOU 
CAN HELP IT!” 
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‘‘There ’s a sort of little creek, 
and we take our lunch with us, and 
row over : 

“I haven’t had a sandwich or a 
hard-boiled egg,’’ I said, ‘* for 
wons.”’ 

‘* We always have great games in a 
cave there. You see there are such a 
lot of us, and some of them are quite 
children.”’ 

‘*The Smugglers’ Cave. Aha! 
Once aboard the lugger, and the girl 
is mine. Don’t I know?”’ 

There was another 
silence. I began to dig up 
the earth with my stick. 

‘All the same,”’ said 
Miss MippLeton suddenly, 





‘‘I must say I prefer 
London.”’ 

“Do you?” I said 
doubtfully. 

“Yes. And I always 


think it’s so much nicer 
when everybody is away. 


So much more — more 
empty.’’ 

se Y—yes.”’ 

‘‘ After all, the sea is 


dreadfully over-rated.”’ 

‘“Oh, do say you’re 
disappointed in the sea.’’ 

‘*The bathing is nothing 
like so nice as in fresh 
water.”’ 

‘** No, it isn’t, is it? ’’ 

“And then the evenings 
are so dull. No bridge, no 
theatres, no anything.’’ 

“That really is so,’’ I 
agreed. ‘‘ And at the sea- 
side one is always getting 
wet. I do think that’s so 
uncomfortable.”’ 

“It is. And the salt 
simply spoils the hair, I’m 
sure. 

‘“‘ Well, then, you advise 
ne, after all, not to go?’”’ 

“ Yes, I shouldn’t go if ben 
[ were you.”’ 

“You mustn’t think I 
couldn’t go. There’s a 
hansom, and I’ve only got 
to say, ‘ Drive to Paddington,’ and 
he 'd be off at once.”’ 

‘“ No, don’t go.”’ 

I got up slowly. 

‘ All right,’ I said. ‘* Good-bye. 
You ’ve done me a lot of good. So 
you ‘re off again to-morrow. 
it ‘ll be better than you expect.”’ 

“Oh, well, we shall struggle on 
somehow. Good-bye.’ 

I walked slowly back along the hot 
streets. he Strand was absolutely 
deserted ; but I saw what might have 
been a journalist lurking in a corner 
of Fleet Street, A. A. M. 





I hope | 





ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
Exrracrep rrom THE Diary or Tosr, MP. 


House of Commons, Monday, 
August 26.—Racnet Brrre.t weep- 
ing for his Evicted Tenants Bill will 
not be comforted. The Lords, having 
passed second reading without a divi- 
sion, laid heavy hands on it in Com- 
mittee. 

‘*What has been done by the 
amendment of Lord Rospertson,’’ he 








wt LE 

THE TENANTS’ NIGHTMARE. 

“Tue Grey Litre May.” 
(Lord Cl-nr-c-rde.) 


wailed, ‘‘is really the triumph of 
Lord CLANRICARDE.”’ 

Bill as it stood hardly worth add- 
ing to Statute Book. But half a loaf 
better than no bread. So, “ yielding 
to superior force, in no way submit- 
ting to the force of the Lords’ argu- 
ments,’” he recommended acceptance 
of the transformed measure. 

Whilst at the Chief Secretary's 
office, Waiter Lona deplored the 
plague-spot of the CLANRICARDE 
estate. Early in this very session his 
successor, amid general cheering, ex- 
pressed approval of a proposal to pass 











a special Act relieving CLANRICARDE 
tenants from nightmare weight of 
their landlord. And here to-day, 
after long debate in both Houses, the 
grey little man with the lean face 
and shabby clothes comes out top 
dog. A Bill avowedly designed to 
bring him on the knee is at last 
moment specially altered so as to 
leave him undisturbed. 

That a touch of tragedy. Comedy 
comes in in case of another noble 
’ landlord who is openly 

accused of deliberately 
| blowing up his own shoot- 
ing lodge. At close of ani- 
mated conversation be- 
tween Nationalists and 
Cuier Secrerary, that 
blameless bewildered 
Briton, A. 8. Wuson, 
chips in with enquiry, 
“Is there any truth in the 
suggestion that Lord Asn- 
Town blew himself up?’’ 
“*Il was not aware he 


was blown up,’’ answered 
the cautious Birre. 

No; but his marble 
mantelpiece was blown 


clean out of the room in 
the dead of a rainy night. 

Here curtain of Session 

falls on Ireland, with Mar- 
quis of CLANRICARDE danc- 
ing triumphal jig on 
Evicted Tenants Bill, and 
Lord Asntown accused of 
attempting to blow him- 
self up to serve his pri- 
vate ‘ends, the enterprise 
resulting in dislodgment of 
his amazed marble chim- 
ney-piece. 

O Ricuanp, O mon roi, 

L’univers t'abandonne. 

Oh Ireland, oh my coun- 
try! The world abandons 
quest among the peoples of 
her  Principalities for 

arallel with thee in the 
reshness, originality and 
variety of thy flashes of 
humour, often grim, 
mostly sorrowful, ever incomparable. 

Business done.—Lords’ amend- 
ments to Evicted Tenants’ Bill con- 
sidered. 

Tuesday.—In his advancement to 
Peerage < way of judicial Bench, 
Lord Roserrson left behind him 
in Commons pleasant memories 
of one of its acutest, most powerful 
debaters. Reputation enhanced in 
the Lords. Does not often contri- 
bute to debate. When he speaks his 
supremacy is unquestioned. 

These things, combined with know- 
ledge that at a time of systematic 
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Tossivo Tas Leatstative Caper. 
Lord R-b-rten. “ Oh, if 1 weren't a Law Lord, wouldn't I shew them a bit of tossing! ” 


hedging in politics he is a stern, un-| “None of my children are vac- 

| bending, high-church Tory, deepened | cinated.”’ 

ithe stupefaction with which noble| Here there was a disturbance in 

| Lords listened to what they at the| the gallery over the Bar whence 

|}moment understood to be a personal; Members of House of Commons 

|confession of faith. It was made in| watch debates, and Mr. Lupron was 

debate on Evicted Tenants’ Bill. | led forth by an attendant. 

House aweary of subject sat in| Hubbub silenced, Lord Ropertson 

semi-somnolent state, even though continued. 

RoperTson was on his legs. Sud- | ‘Yes, my Lords, we can imagine 

denly awakened by hearing him|}a Radical pleading all these things 

say, ‘‘ I have many points in common] as reasons why he should be ex- 

with His Majesty: s Ministers.’ | empted from submission to the law 
‘What! "’ cried Burty Batrour,|of the land. But even the Prime 

rubbing his eyes. | MINISTER would be deaf to such 

| “Tama me mber of the National | argument.’ 

Liberal Club.’ Noble Lords breathed again. 
‘Ah!"’ chuckled CtanricarpE,| Business done.—Conferences be- 

| who belongs to the Reform. tween both Houses. With a little 
I am a passive resister.”’ | give, some take, differences on dis- 
‘Whew! "’ whispered the Bishop| puted Bills settled. Night and 

of Savispury. Peace settle down over both Houses. 

| “IT was a pro-Boer.”’ Wednesday. — Business done. — 

| “A passive resister would be any-| Prorogation. 

| thing,’ murmured the Marquis of 

SaLiseu RY. Mr. Punch’s Proverbial Philosophy. 

| “I married my deceased wife’s| Once bitten, never look a gift- 

| sister.”” horse in the mouth. 

| ‘* lL can quite believe it,’’ acidly re- 


|marked the Duke of NorTHUMBER- Arter Brrrevuicion.—The Cult of 
LAND. the Deus ex MacKenna 











BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 


In THE CounTRY. 
Broadlands. 

Dearest Dapune,—lI ve a house- 

ful of people here, pledged for a 
week to the simple life and rural 
oys. 
As soon as I arrived I was seized 
upon by the vicaress here for the 
usual church bazaar. The object is 
a very good one, to send out parasols 
to the women of the Lirripop Coast. 
{ don't quite know where it is, but 
anyhow it’s most frightfully sunny 
there, and so of course the poor 
things want parasols. In _ each 
parasol there ‘Il be a little moral 
sentence printed in the Lirripop 
language, so that, as the vicar says, 
the parasols will bring light as well as 
shade to the Lirripop Coast. Norty 
says he thinks it’s an idea that 
might be worked to advantage here 
at home, and that a few serious 
phrases, such as the 8th Command- 
ment for instance, printed inside 
umbrellas might prevent some of the 
mistakes that are made at Clubs and 
places. 

The bazaar was held in_ the 
grounds here, and we all helped. I 
had a Witch’s Cave, and called 
myself ‘‘ A Sibyl from the Land of 
Palms,’’ and read hands and told 
fortunes in a crystal ball. Bosn and 
Wee-Wee dressed up as Italians, 
and had a piano-organ and sold ice- 
creams. Norty had charge of the 
Fish Pond and a Weighing Chair; 
but he came so often to have his for- 
tune told that he had to be warned 
off at last. Aunt Gobir, who’s also 
here, was quite sniffy at being asked 
to help at the Plain Needlework 
Stall, and ended by not selling at all. 

Popsy, Lady RamscGate, who's 
staying at the Grange with a party, 
came over to help at the Café-chan- 
tant, escorted by her latest fiancé, a 
college chum of her grandson’s. She 
was in white Indian muslin, made 
Empire, with a big, frilled baby- hat 
to match, and she sang some of the 
things from the ‘Toddling Tots’ 
Tunes” that everyone 's singing 
just now; and then she gave 
‘“* Comin’ thro’ the Rye,’’ and when 
she got to the line, ‘‘ All the lads 
they smile at me,’’ given with her 
youthfullest grin—well, the local 
lads in the audience did smile—and 
the lasses too—audibly! 

JOSIAH insists on our going for 4 
picnic. He says it 's the right thing 
in the country. It’s no use telling, 
him picnics are as dead as the Dodo, 
and that nobody goes for them. He 





says there ‘ll be all the more room 
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First Cockney. ‘“‘ Wuat’s THE BEST WAY TO KEfcH FisH, Bit?” 
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Second Do. “It 'iM ON THE EAD WHEN HE COMES UP TO SNIFF.” 














for us. Aunt Goxpre said she ’d like 
it too, and might we go to some ruins | 
ten tiles off, where there was an 
early Norman door? ‘‘ Why, there ’s| 
nothing to worry about in an early | 
door,’’ suid Norty; “‘ every theatre 
has one! ”’ 

We 'd a lovely Soap Bubble Tour- 
nament yesterday (Bosn blew the 
biggest; it was so enormous that he 
was quite exhausted, and Wer-WEE 
had to fetch her salts), and to- 
morrow we have a Hoop-bowling 
Gymkhana. Hoop-bowling has quite 
caught on since I introduced it, and 
the Broadlands Rules are generally 
adopted. Several clubs have started, 
but there ’s only one correct one to 
belong to, The Hoop and Stick. 
Some people are so immensely pre- 
cious over their hoop-bowling, having 
the hoop gilt all over and the 
stick done with jewels. Myself I 
think a plain, polished hoop and an 
ivory stick, with the crest and mono- 
gram in gold, are the most workman- 
like and snappy. 

Have you noticed that Breakfast 
is coming into fashion again? And 
have you guessed whose influence is 
at work? Yes, my dear, you ’re 








| Brekky is going to be brought into|at any price in the crack climbing 


line once more, and given all its old|/club. Between you and me, I sus- 
rights. People have been a bit shy | pect they ‘re jealous. They ‘re such 
of it, because it had the reputation of | tremendously cautious climbers 
being such an intellectual function. |themselves, always planning for 
Well, who’s afraid? I shall give| coming down as well as going up, 
Literary Breakfasts (I shall be quite|and as we don’t climb in that way 
at home there, for I "ve marked liter-| they 're afraid we should cut them 
ary tastes, and, if I had time, should ‘out. 
write novels), and I may give Theo- Would you like to know the latest 
sophic Breakfasts too, and get the|riddle, and its answer? Well, and 
Seariet Poppy Mother and some of|so you shall, my dear. When is 
the Universal Brothers to come. | London fullest? When it 's empty. 
What fun it would be to have Rooti-| This is how it arose. I was pass- 
Tooti-Lau at the same time, and let|ing through town between some 
the Brahmin and the Theosophists| visits, when I ran across Tommy 
fight it out! But that’s on the | Hurtinonam. 
knees of the gods. Anyhow, youmay| ‘“ Studying Smaksprane’s ‘ De- 
bet that my Breakfasts will be in|serted Village ’?’’ he said. (I didn’t 
everybody’s mouth, both literally | know he could say anything so liter- 
and metaphorically, next year. jary.) And so, after we'd chatted a 
Loo Davenant is in the Alps, | few moments, he ssid, ““ What d’you 
climbing again, I hear; and she ’s|say to eloping with me to the Balkan 
just climbed a most frightfully diffi- | States—for dinner? ’’ 
cult Alp, that no one’s been up| Well, Eve looked at the apple and 
before. And yet they won’t let her|sniffed its aroma. ‘‘It would be 
into the Alpine Club! Aren't they|rathor fun,’’ she said. “‘And we 
pigs? I must say that, though the |shouldn’t meet anyone we know.”’ 
men are generous to us in many| ‘‘ Not a soul! ”’ said the Serpent. 
ways, about climbing they 're|‘‘ We should see the Country Cousin, 





quite right. Your Biancue again! 





beastly. However many things a\the whole amy * Cousin, and 
woman climbs, they won't have her|nothing but the untry Cousin. 
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We should be swamped, submerged 
in barbarians.”’ 

So the Serpent called a taximo, 
and Eve got in, and they eloped to 
the Balkans. Sitting at dinner, 


| very comfy and chatty, I happened 


| balance of no less 


| than 





to look at a table a little way off, and 
saw Mrs. Croppy Vavasour! “Who's 


that she’s dining with?’’ I asked 
Tommy, who had a better view. 
“Is it Croppy? ”’ 

ot oe Na said — 
Tommy A moment 


later | saw someore 

that I knew; and 
then Tommy saw a 
man he knew; and in 
snort, my dear, 
though Nobodies 
irmed in the Bal 


kans that evening, 
Somebodies were a 
good deal in evidence 
too, and were not at 
t pleased to be often 
catel M4 sicht of 
Sor bodies Else! So 
that how the riddle 
g! London's emp- 
tiness has proved at- 
tractive, and the ex 
pectation of meeting 
n ne leads to meet- 
ing every one! 

Ever thine, 

BLANCHE. 


FOOTBALL PROSPECTS. 


ifter “ Linesman,” 
“ Rover,” “Corinthian,” or 
any other authority.) 


Muptown Rovers. 
Sportsmen in Mud- 
town will look for- 


ward to the coming 
season with glowing 


anticipations. The 
Rovers have a bank 


than £10,431, and not 
a player in their first 
team cost them less 
£400, From 
these facts it will be lh 
> | house 
‘vious that the Eng- | soars wippie o’ 
lish Cup and the 
League Championship must come to 
Mudtown this season. The Com- 
mittee of the Club are determined to 
live up to the Rovers’ glorious 
motto, “‘ The gate, the whole gate, 
and nothing but the gate.’’ The 
usual auction sale of old players 
took place last Monday. 
the veteran Mudtown favourite (who, 
as all sportsmen will remember, 
played formerly for Burnley, Read- 
ing, Tottenham, Aston Villa, Celtic, 





Jack Ashore (holding out feather-bed in view of threatened collision with opposite 
“ AHOY THERE! 


BLurTHers, | 





Rotherham Town, Lincoln City,|as the players will be filled with 
Newcastle United, and a few minor | patriotic emotion. It is confidently 
clubs) was knocked down to Blud-| predicted that the English Cup and 
shire United for a ten-pound note. | the League Championship will find a 
The veteran expressed much regret | resting-place in Juggleton this year. 
at leaving his old friends at Mud-| RuGoiesmiru Unitep. — The 
town, where he had spent an exceed-! players are all with one or two ex- 
ingly happy six months. leeptions in the best of form. 
JuGGLeTon Tuurspay.—The enter-|Cocnrane, the Aberdeen half-back 
prising managers of this club propose | (picked up at & bargain sale at the 
to run it on new lines this season. ' end of last season for £47 10s.), has, 
—_————.,, however, sprained his 

right hand in a re- 





Lg 4 Y ¢ A | cent Limerick Com- 
Uy (fy jp b2 | petition. MAHONE, 
tt h i the veteran  goal- 
G Vy / keeper, was badly 
tls bi V/A | kicked by the referee 
Z Y in a recent trial 

game. It is felt in 

Rugglesmith that 


further legislation is 
needed to protect 
players from the bru- 
tality of referees. In 
this case a player 
who merely hit a re- 
feree in the mouth 
for allowing a very 
doubtful goal was 
brutally kicked, and 
may be out of the 
team for a _ week. 
Still, when the in- 
jured players recover, 
Rugglesmith enthu- 
siasts are certain 
that the team will 
| bear away the laurels 
| from the Final at the 
Crystal Palace, and 
will also be hailed 
champions of the 





League. 

EVERINGHAM CITY. 
—Some doubt ex- 
isted as to whether 
Eyeringham would 
have a team this 


season, as all their 
old players had been 
disposed of at the 
auction mart to pre- 
vent the mortgagees 
from foreclosing on 
ground. How- 

— — ever, the sportsman- 
They have actually signed on a local|like Chairman of the Everingham 
player—Pvotry, their new centre} Brewery has offered a thousand 
half having been born within thirty- | pounds for the lease of the retresh- 
two miles of Juggleton Town Hall. | ment bars on the ground this season. 
Last season’s team, it will be re- | Consequently the club, thkcugh 
membered, consisted entirely of| possessing no players, has a nice 
Seotchmen and Welshmen. This| balance in hand. Mr. Fetcnam, the 
year the first team will include| honorary secretary, is at present in 
seven Scotchmen, three Welshmen,| Scotland purchasing a team. Its 
and Puctey, the local enthusiast. It} League potentialities will be un- 
is felt that a team so composed will| questionable, and whoever wins the 
prove exceedingly difficult to beat, | English Cup will have to beat it first. 





FULL SPEED aSTARN! WHARAR YOU COMING, RUNNING DOWN 
THE NiGuT?” | the 





























Serremper 4, 1907.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 179 














~SssasQg“g SS SMa, 
SS SV SS SS ~ 
SOs SS 


SAQA qgg 


: Wy 
SWAiwGqAAQHN 








FLOR FINA: A DELICATE HINT. 


The Colonel (to friend's gardener, who has given him a buttonhole). “I aLwaYs THINK, JOHN, THAT YOUR FLOWERS SMELL SWEETER THAN ANY.” 


John. “So po your weeps, Sir.” The Colonel. “ AN, WILL You TRY onE, Jonn?” 
John. “ Wet, THayk you, Sir, I pos’r wisp ir I po. Er—I covLD SEND YOU UP A BOX FULL OF THEM FLOWERS, IF YOU'D LIKE TO 





HAVE 'EM.” 








BUSH’S GRIEVANCE. 


I am very happy for the most part. 
I have perfect health and a good 
appetite, and They are very good to 
me here: let me worry them at 
meals, and toss me little bits— 
chiefly bread and toast, I admit, but 
nice bread and nice toast; and though 
He spends far too much time indoors 
with books and things, and She 
doesn’t go for walks, and the puppy- 
girl has a dog of her own, and doesn’t 
want me (nor do I want her), yet I 
manage pretty well, for there is a 
boy who often goes to the village, 
through the rabbit fields, and takes 
me with him, and there is a big 
house near by where the servants 
throw away quite large bones only 
half scraped. Either they are ex- 
trayagant or they don’t make that 
horrid watery stuff, the ruination of 











good bones, which My People here 
will begin their dinner with. 

So you see I don’t do badly; and, 
though now and then I have to be 
whacked, still it doesn’t hurt much, 
and He only half knows how to do it; 
while as for Her (when He’s away) 
She 's just useless. 

But my grievance, you say? Oh, 
yes, I have one grievance, and talk- 
ing it over with other dogs, particu- 
larly spaniels (like me), I find that 
it's a very common one. My griev- 
ance is the game they will play in- 
stead of going for a walk. In winter 
it’s all right, They walk then; but 
in summer They will play this game. 
I can’t make head or tail of it my- 
self, but They simply adore it. It is 
played with four balls—blue and red 
and black and yellow—and hoops. 
First one of Them hits a ball, and 
then the other. It goes on for ever. 





I do all I can to show Them what I 
think of it: I lie down just in front 
of the balls; sometimes I even get 
in the way and stop the balls corn- 
ow but They don't take the 

int: They just shout at me or prod 
me with the mallet. 

That ’s my grievance. Of course 
it was pretty bad when They got a 
dog for the little puppy-girl, especi- 
ally as it is not a breed I| care for; 
but that I can stand. It's this 
wretched monopolising game that | 
can’t stand. I hate it. 





“It is extremely doubtful if Middlesex gained 
anything by batting first, for though the 
ground was at its easiest for an hour, it always 
gave the bowlers some assistance afterwar a, 
though towards the end of the afternoon it 
was less difficult than at any other time.” 
Daily Chronicle. 

In the circumstancea we should 
have tossed again. 
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OUR BOOKING-OF FICE. 
By Mr. Punch’'s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


Wueruer the island that holds Mrs. Stepney Rawson’s 
The Enchanted Garden (Mertuven) is the Aeaea of fable 
I don't know for certain, but it boasts an equally 
luxuriant and perennial vegetation, and contains no fewer 
than two Circes. There the resemblance ceases; for 
while one enchantress is separated from an errant lord, 
the other gets married out of hand by her papa, and has 
much less to do with the plot than I should have liked. 
[he story serves to show that even a sea-washed Elysium 
(for asphodel is numbered amongst its flora) is not too 
sequestered for heartache - ——— —_———— 
and ~=s tragedy. A clerk 
falsifies accounts, two 
ladies are in love with 
Garry Chenies, and a yio- 
lent, if necessary, death 
«curs; but there are blue 
skies and a scent of orangé 
groves at the end, after a 
brutal husband has met 
the fate we were somewhat 
anxiously expecting for 
him. Mrs. Stepney Raw- 
soN is now and then in 
‘lined to lecture a little (on 
Keats and ** culchah,’’ to 
ike a couple of instances). 
but she has made a very 
attractive book out vf the 
passions and foibles of the 
‘Island Children,’’ whose 
work and lives are real 
after all, in spite of the 
leceptive smell of the 
flowers and the sea. 





“The seizure of goods 
was conducted with all 
the consideration and 
good nature which might 
be expected in _ places 
where the officers and the 
lelinquents are well 
cnown to one another. 
On a table in the hall of 
the house of the Rev. | 
Colchester Jones were 
‘apriciously 


displayed ————— 


those of the wedding presents which he and Mrs.) book. 28a.p. Fancy!’ When I 


Jones had agreed not unwillingly to sacrifice. 
onsisted of 








jects for the exercise of the satirist’s art. But though 
Mr. Bewnpau’s pictures of the upper circles of the village 
of Newdale are often amusing, and though he has plenty 
of smart things to say about the rector and the doctor 
and the rest 6f them, I don’t like the way he says them. 
Plenty of people (the author included ?) will read the book 
and say, ‘“ How clever!’’ But for me it lacks the one 
thing more whieh would make me say, ‘“ How good! ”’ 


Mr. J. E. Vincent, in an introduction to his Through 
East Anglia in a Motor Car (Metuvuen), explains that the 
book, the first. of, a series, ‘‘ was undertaken because the 
existing guide-books were by no means adequate to the 
needs of the traveller by motor-car.’’ I have learnt that 

——- sentence off by heart, and 
| at the end of every chap- 
ter I have said to myself, 
** Don’t beso absurd. Why 
the man himself says he 
only means it for a guide- 
book. Think of old Bae- 
deker, and try the next 
chapter.’’ When I longed 
for that personal touch 
which can make a book 
of this title so pleasant, 
and had to be content 
with such things as the 
weight of the author on 
page 8, and the opinion, 
on page 141, of a friend of 
his, “* high in the service 
of the Crown and of large 
private means, whose 
name it would be a breach 
of faith to publish,’’ on a 
certain make of car—then 
I reminded myself that in 
a guide-book, of course, 
all this was really extra, 
and that one should there- 
fore be grateful for it. 
When I hoped for the 
spirit of East Anglia to- 
day, and received instead 
the dead bones of one who 
perished in 28 a.p., his 
tumulus being well worth 
a visit, I said to myself, 











' oa . : 
“Uncre! I’ve BEEN WATCHING THE MAN IN THE WHITE CoAT FoR How interesting. Of 
| SOME TIME, AND I pon’? THINK HE’s TRYING!” 


course, that is just what 
one looks for in a guide- 
But there is 











They| no need to go on. It was my own fault entirely. For 
a large group of wax flowers resting on a| those who wish for a guide-book to East Anglia Mr. 


looking-glass beneath a shade, a set of prints framed in| Vincent's volume can be strongly recommended. It is 
mak representing Fritn’s Road to Ruin, and a won-| packed with information as to the history of every town 
lrously shaped vessel which was presumably intended | through which the motor passes. The illustrations by 
for an ink-stand, but being found too large for its pur-| Mr. Frank SourHGate are very good. 


pose was judged too small for a slop-basin.’’ So writes! 
Mr. Gerard Benpatt, in Mrs. Jones’s Bonnet (HeEtng- 
MANN), when describing the means by which the law 





Hague Conference Information. 
“4. Belligerent ships in neutral ports or waters cannot augment 








avenges itself on Mr. Jones. dissenting minister and pas- the r fighting forces or make repairs except those which are indispen- 
sive resister. The passage is an unusually genial example | **le for the security of A | Sone, Bay oon Bard take on board 
of the enéisieal Tanne - rey: 8 am - any provisions except coal and the provisions sufficient, together with 
Bion * The m Ih pa : om BENDALL 8 book | th se already on board, to enable them to reach at a moderate speed 
. ds. ihe trouble ind with t Ir. BENDALL’S satire | the nearest port of their own country or a nearer neutral destination.” 

s that nothing is sacred to it. No doubt curates and | Daily Paper. 


lissenting parsons and their wives are liable, like other) Tars clause adds new point to the old saying, ‘‘Go and 


folk, to the assaults of passion, and are therefore fit sub-| eat coke.” 














